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A moſt Notable Example of an ungracious Son, who 


in Pride of his heart denyed his own Father, and how God for his offence turned his 
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meat into loathſome Toads. 


FP ſearthing famous Chꝛonicles, 
it was my chante to read, 

A woꝛty ſtoꝛy ſtrange and true, 
whereto J took good heed : 

Betwirt a Father and a Son, 
this rare example ſtands, 


Mhich well may move the hardeſt hearts 


to weep and wzing their hands. 

A Farmer in the Country liv'd, 
whoſe ſubſtance did excell, 

He ſent therefo2e his eldeſt ſon 
in Paris fo2 to dwell. 

Where he became a Perchant-man, 
and tratfique great he uſed, 

So that he was ercceding rich, 
till he himſelf abuſed. 

Fo! having now the wo2ld at will, 
his mind was fuliy bent, 

To Gaming, Wine, and wantonnelſs, 
till all his goods were ſpent. 

Pet ſuch erceſſive riotouſneſs, 
by him was ſhewed fo2th, 

Chat he was thee times moꝛe in debt, 
then all his wealth was woꝛth. 

At length his credit clean was crackt, 
and he in Pꝛiſon caſt, 

And every man again d him then 
did let his action fax: 

Chen he lay lockt in irons ſtrong, 
fo2 ever and fo) aye, 

Unable while his life did laſt, 

this grievous debt to pay. 


And living in this wokul caſe, 
bis eyes with tears he ſpent, 
75 The lewdnelg of his koꝛmer life 


too late he did repent ; 
: And being void ok all rellet, 


C0 


of help and comkoꝛt quite, 
$ Unto his father at the laft, 
& he thus began to wute. 
Bow down a while vouc heedful car, 
"” my loving father dear, 
And grant I pꝛay in gracious lozt 
my piteous plaint to hear: 
F02give the foul offences all 
of your unwozthy ſon, 
Which chꝛough the lewdneſs of his life, 
9 bath now himſelf undone. 
8 O my good father take remozſe, 
on this my extream need, 
And ſuccour his diftrefſed caſe, 
whoſe heart fo2 woe doth bleed, 
In direful Dungeon here Alpe, 
iny feet in letters faſt, 
& Where my moſt cruel Creditoꝛs 
8 in pꝛiſon have me caſt, 
Let pitty theretoze pierce your bzeaſt, 
& and mercy move your mind, 
And to releaſe my miſery, 
ſome Gift dear father find. 
By chieteſt chear is bzcad full bꝛown, 
the boards my ſofteſt bed, 
And flinty ſtones my pillow ſerve 
$ to reſt my troubled head, 
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Im body ffarves with cold, 
And creeping vermine eat my fleſh, 
moſt grievous ts behold : 


Dear father come therefoze with fpeed, 


aͤnd rid me out of thzall, 
And let me not in Pꝛilon dye, 
lich fo2 your help J call. 
The good old man no ſooner had 
perus'd this wzitten ſcrowl, 
But trickling tears along his cheeks, 
moſt plentſoufly did rowl. 
Alas my ſon, my lon, quoth he, 
in whom J joyed moſt, 
Thou ſhalt not long in pꝛilon be, 
what ever it me coſt. 
Two hundzed head of well-fed beaſts, 
he changed into gold, 
Four hundzed quarters of good Coꝛn, 
fo; ul ver eke he ſold. | 
But all the ſame could not ſuffice 
this hainous fact to pay, 
Till at the laſt conſtrained was 
to ſell his Land away. 
Then was his fon releaſed quite, 
his debts diſcharged clean, 
And he like as well to live, 
as he befo2e had been. 
Then went his loving father home, 
who foz to help his ſon, 
Had ſold his living quite away, 
and ele himſelf undone. * 
So that hs lived pooz and bare, 
and in ſuch extream need, 
That many times he wanted fwd, 
his hungry co2ps to feed, 


M* garments all are woꝛn to rags 


His ſon niean time in wealth did ſwim, Have I been careful of thy caſe, 
whoſe ſubſtance now was ſuch, maintaining ſtill thy ſtate, 
That ſure within the City then, And doſt thou now moſt doggedly, 


few men were found lo rich. enforce me from thy gate: 
But as his goods did ſtill increaſe, And have Iwrong'd thy brethren all, 
and riches it did flide, 3 from thrall to et thee free, 
So moe and moze his hardned heart, And brought my ſelf to beggers ſtate, 
did ſwell in hateful Pꝛide. and all tofuccour thee : 
But it fell out upon a time, Wo worth the time that firſt of all, 
when ten years wooe was paſt; thy body J eſpy'd, | 
Unto his Son he did repair, Which hath in hardneſs of thy heart, 
fo ſome relief at laſt, thy fathers face deny'd, 
And being tome unto his houſe, But now behold how God that time, 
in very poo? array, did ſhew a wonder great, 
It chanced ſo, that with his ſon, Even when his ſon and all his friends, 
great ſtoze ſhould dine that day: were ſitting down to meat. 
The pooꝛ old man with hat in hand, Foz when the faireſt Pye was cut, 
did then the Poyfer p2ay, a ſtrange and d2eadful caſe, 
To ſhew his ſon that at the gate Polk ugly Toads came crawling out, 
his Father there did = Go and leaped in his face : 
Whereat this pzoud diſdainful wzetch, Then did this wetch his fault confets; 
with taunting ſpeeches laid, and fo? his father ſent, 
That long ago his fathers bones, And fs? his great ingratitude, 
within the grave was lad. full ſoze he did repent. _ 
What Raſcal then, is that- quoth he, All vertuous Childzen learn by this 
that ſtaineth thus my ſtate, gbedient hearts to ſhow⸗ 
I charge thee Poꝛter pꝛeſent ly, And honour ſtill your Parents dear, 
to dzive him from my gate. fo God commanded lo: 


Which anſwer when the old man heard, And think how he did turn his meat, 
he was in mind dilmaid, to pop lonous Toads indeed, 

He wepf, he wail d, he wzung his hands, Mhich did tis fathers face deny, 
and thus at length he lad: becanſe he food in need. 

O curſed wretch;and moſt unkind; FINIS. 
aud worker of my woe, 

Thou monſter of humanity, 


Printed for F. Coles, T. Vere, J. Wrig 
and eke thy Fathers Foe. 


and J. Clarke. 
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